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A Yahooish  welcome  to  those 
returning  this  year  and  to  those 
innocent  souls  arriving,  beany- 
dad,  for  the  first  time. 

What’s  this?  You  didn’t  like 
those  beanies?  Well  as  the  con- 
tractors who  built  the  new  or- 
chard doiTnitories  say,  wait  till 
next  year.  Next  year,  we’ll  have 
among  us  the  class  of  ’69,  and 
those  beanies  will  be  collectors’ 
items. 

To  delve  into  the  quagmire 
that  is  the  orchard  complex,  Ya- 
hoo recently  learned  that  aside 
from  the  four  dormitories  most 
of  us  know  about,  there  is  yet  a 
fifth  dorm  up  there.  Some- 
where. It,  like  the  other  four, 
is  named  after  someone  who 
has  a passing  acquaintance  with 
the  University  and  appropriate- 
ly enough  is  named  Yamasaki. 

Why  isn’t  this  fifth  dorm  evi- 
dent? Aside  from  being  hidden 
from  the  public  eye  by  embar- 
rassed contractors,  it  is  hidden 
in  a large  pool  of  mud  in  which 
it  submerged  during  its  con- 
struction, because  of  the  added 
weight  of  some  picketing  strik- 
ers. It  was  thought  that  if  the 
elevators  for  the  seventh  floor 
were  removed  the  extra  pound- 


age would  be  accounted  for, 
however  the  ballast  was  aug- 
mented by  machines  in  the  men’s 
lavatories  reading,  “insert  10^’’ 
and  the  entire  structure  sank  in- 
to the  bowels  of  the  earth. 

The  dormitory  did  pass  build- 
ing inspections. 

One  night  after  saving  a girl 
from  freezing  to  death  in  the  or- 
chard complex,  we  encountered 
a group  of  strange  figures  past- 
ing ivy  all  over  the  tractors. 
These  fanatics  kept  chanting 
phrases  about  ‘school  image’  and 
then  after  the  machines  looked 
ivy-league  enough  to  their  satis- 
faction they  proceeded  to  Meta- 
wampe  where  they  tore  off  his 
men’s  and  woman’s  lingerie  and 
endowed  him  with  stately,  statu- 
esque copper  oxidation  green 
with  pigeon  droppings,  all  this 
time  still  singing  of  tradition. 
After  showering  the  campus 
with  grass  seed,  they  left  a crate 
of  non-removable  beanies  for  the 
class  of  1969  in  each  residence 
hall  and  then  paid  homage  to  the 
chimes  and  ivy  of  Old  Chapel. 
Then  we  woke  up.  We  had  been 
knocked  unconscious  by  a sign  in 
the  orchard  reading  that  the 
Unversity  had  purchased  two 


blankets  for  each  resident  be- 
cause there  is  no  heat  and  we 
forgot  about  the  fanatics  in  our 
nightmare  and  went  home. 

AND  NOW,  A THOUGHT 
TO  LIVE  BY, 

A LITTLE  TALE  TO  HAUNT 
YOUR  SOUL 

The  Minstrel  and  the  Dragon’s 
Daughter: 

Once  upon  a time,  in  the  Con- 
necticut Valley,  there  was  a 
kingdom,  ruled  by  (as  much  as 
we  may  sometimes  hate  to  ad- 
mit) a wise  king.  The  kingdom 
was  full  of,  for  the  most  part, 
happy  people  but  sometimes 
there  would  be  complaints  and  it 
would  do  the  people  good  to  lis- 
ten to  the  king’s  minstrel,  who 
would  make  them  enjoy  their 
kingdom’s  follies. 

Sometimes  the  minstrel  would 
make  jest  of  the  kingdom  and 
sometimes  the  minstrel  would 
make  fun  of  the  king  himself. 
Sometimes,  the  minstrel  was 
brash  and  bold,  but  his  jest  was 
in  fun. 

* ♦ * 

One  day,  there  appeared  in 
the  courtyard,  a dragon,  raging. 
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He  challenged  the  king. 

“Your  minstrel  has  raped  the 
virgin  ears  and  mind  of  my 
daughter,”  he  roared,  as  his 
daughter  stood  by,  weeping.  “1 
demand  satisfaction.” 

“This  will  be  done,”  said  the 
king,  and  the  dragon  thundered 
away,  fuming  brimstone. 

Now  an  evil  baron  whispered 
in  the  king’s  ear,  “Your  minstrel 
is  destroying  the  heavenly  image 
of  your  kingdom.  Let  me  gag 
him.  Better  yet,  let  me  cut  off 
his  head.” 

But  the  king  knew  that  if  the 
minstrel  died  the  people  would 
be  unhappy. 

“Tell  me,”  he  asked  of  the 
dragon’s  daughter,  who  was  also 
a dragon,  incidentally,  “Has  the 
minstrel  truly  raped  your  virgin 
ears  and  mind?” 

“Hell,  NO,”  replied  the  drag- 
on’s daughter,  “why  for  ever 
since  I’ve  been  here  I’ve  been 
having  extreme  sexual  relations 
for  seven  fratemities,  half  of 
the  Hatch  and  all  of  the  Flying 
Redmen  Drill  Team.” 

Realizing  that  if  the  minstrel 
had  truly  raped  the  mind  and 
ears  of  the  dragon’s  daughter,  it 
would  have  been  like  whipping  a 
dead  horse,  he  pardoned  the  min- 
.strel,  sent  the  evil  baron  on  his 
way  and  the  kingdom  lived  hap- 
pily ever  after. 
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THE  ORCHARD  STORY 


WITH  GROUND-BREAKING  ceremonies, 
the  Orchard  Dormitory  complex  of  four 
seven-story  dormitories  was  begun  in  Au- 
gust, 1937,  with  a date  of  completion  set 
for  September,  1939. 


THE  LATEST  in  scientific  equip- 
ment was  brought  in  to  help  fa- 
cilitate the  completion  of  the 
project  . . . 


AND  A WELL  disciplined 
labor  force  started  construc- 
tion. 
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SOON  THE  COMPLEX 
siaried  taking  shape  . . . 


THEIR  NEWLY  created 
residence  halls  complete 
with  . . . 


PLEASANT  housemothers  . . . 


EXCELLENT  sanitary  features  . . . 

AND  AREAS  conducive  to  productive  study. 


FROM  RUSSIA, 
SINCERELY  YOURS 

A New  Thames  Bond  Thriller 
By 

IAN  FLEM 


Synopsis : 

When  last  we  left  Bond,  (Ya- 
hoo, Vol.  10,  No.  3) , the  heinous 
arch  fiend  “H”,  head  of  the 
mysterious  organization  Play- 
boy, had  cast  secret  agent  .0007 
into  the  rabbit  shaped  swimming 
pool  with  fifty  nude  Playboy 
bunnies  to  die  of  exhaustion. 

PART  II. 

Bond  crawled  out  of  the  pool. 
He  lay  in  a puddle  of  his  own 
sweat,  but  he  had  defeated  the 
death  “H”  had  planned  for  him. 
By  the  time  he  had  put  away  41 


of  the  bunnies,  he  realized  that 
he  was  not  using  his  wits,  but 
instead,  something  else,  and  so 
he  devised  a plan.  He  told  the 
remaining  nine  nymphs  that 
“H”  was  in  reality  a queer  and 
the  nine  lovelies  died  of  shock. 

Bond  pulled  himself  to  his  feet 
but  as  he  did,  a shot  rang  out. 
“H”  lay  dead,  a pistol  in  his 
hand,  for  Bond  had  shattered 
“H’s”  own  record  of  having  re- 
lations with  39  bunnies  in  one 
night  and  to  “H”  life  was  no 
longer  worth  living. 


Upon  arriving  back  in  Eng- 
land, Bond  was  summoned  to  the 
Admiralty  by  “M”,  head  of  the 
secret  service.  He  entered  “M's” 
office  in  disguise  for  he  didn’t 
feel  like  seeing  any  women  for  a 
while  and  secretary,  lovely  Miss 
Moneybags  would  surely  try  to 
tear  his  clothes  off. 

“Come  in,”  bellowed  “M”,  “I 
have  a new  assignment  for  you.” 
Bond  sat  down  popping  a vita- 
min pill  in  his  mouth.  “This  will 
take  you  to  Jamaica.” 

“Jamaica!  Why  is  it  in  all 
these  stories  I end  up  in  Jamai- 
ca. What  is  this  Jamaica  bit?” 
“Don’t  worry  Thames.  Our 
author,  Ian  Flem  is  dead  and  we 
won’t  have  to  worry  about  that. 
Pretty  soon  we’ll  all  be  out  of 
work. 

But  anyway,  there  are  these 
two  rival  criminal  organizations 
in  Jamaica  fighting  it  out  for 
control  of  the  underworld.  One 
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is  headed  by  the  arch  fiend 
“Goldwasser”  and  the  other  by 
the  arch  criminal  “Mr.  J.” 

“How  come  all  criminals  are 
‘arch’  criminals?” 

“They  have  ‘arches’  because 
all  us  policemen  are  called  ‘flat- 
foots’.  It’s  a matter  of  oppo- 
sites.” 

After  that  miserable  pun, 
Bond  was  glad  to  go  to  Jamaica. 
Bond  arrived  in  Jamaica  for  the 
47th  time  and  was  met  by  Squir- 
rel, his  old  friend  of  many  ad- 
ventures ago.  Together,  they 
motored  down  the  picturesque 
old  roads  and  spat  on  the  peas- 
ants. 

“We  be  followed,”  said  Squir- 
rel to  Bond. 

“Don’t  tr>”  to  lose  them.  This 
story  hasn’t  had  any  action  yet 
and  this  could  be  it.” 

The  black  limousine  sped  up 
and  pulled  along  side  of  Bond. 

“It’s  Mr.  J, !!”  shrieked  Squir- 
rel, “He’s  trying  to  run  us  off 
the  road.” 


Sure  enough.  There  was  Mr. 
J.  with  a six-pack  and  evil  grin. 
Slowly  the  limousine  edged  them 
off  the  road,  over  the  500  foot 
cliff. 

Over  they  went,  smashing  on 
the  rocks,  careening  down  the 
ravines  until  the  petrol  tank  ex- 
ploded and  the  fiery  wreck 
plunged  into  the  sea. 

Bond  got  out  of  the  wreck  and 
examined  his  mussed  hair.  Poor 


Squirrel,  but  then,  he  didn’t 
mean  anything  to  the  story  any- 
way. 

.0007  scaled  the  cliff  and  found 
himself  on  the  road  again.  He 
started  walking  down  the  road 
when  lights  flashed  in  the  dis- 
tance. Headlights.  The  two 
gangs.  Stealthily,  Bond  stealthed 
through  the  underbrush  until  he 
found  himself  only  inches  away. 

There  they  were,  Mr.  J.  and 
Goldwasser  and  their  two  gangs. 
Horrible.  The  two  gangs  looked 
exactly  alike,  although  they 
claimed  to  be  different. 

“I  don’t  mind  your  killing 
Bond,  roared  Goldwasser,  “but 
did  you  have  to  kill  the  Negro? 
You  know  I wanted  to  put  him 
in  slavery.” 

“The  Negro  and  everyone 
else  would  be  dead  if  you  get 
control  of  the  underworld.  I did 
him  a favor.” 

“You  just  worry  about  me  de- 
stroying the  U.S.A.  You  did  buy 
it,  didn’t  you*^” 

“I  did  not.  Bobby  Baker  did 
and  put  it  in  my  name.” 

And  so  they  argued  until  a 
twig  snapped  and  Bond  was  re- 
vealed. 

“It’s  Bond,”  said  Goldwasser, 
“I  can  tell  ’cause  he  looks  like 
Sean  Connery.  Get  him.” 

“Get  him,”  yelled  Mr.  J.,  “I’ll 
change  his  name  to  Kennedy  and 
send  him  to  New  York.” 

“Get  him,”  yelled  Goldwasser, 
“I’ll  blacken  his  face  and  send 
him  to  Misissippi.” 

Bond  was  trapped.  He  faced 
two  fates.  Either  he  would  be 
covered  with  water  from  a fire 
hose  in  Mississippi  or  covered 
with  bull in  the  U.  S.  Sen- 

ate. He  contemplated  his  two 
fates,  either  worse  than  death. 

— TO  BE  CONTINUED  — 
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“Madam,”  said  the  kennel 
owner  to  the  sportswoman,  “I 
offer  you  this  thoroughbred 
bloodhound.” 

“But,”  she  sneared,  “how  do  I 
know  it’s  a bloodhound?” 

“Hector,”  he  ordered  the 

dog,”  bleed  for  the  woman.” 

* * * 

Sign  in  front  of  the  crema- 
tory—WE’RE  HOT  FOR  YOUR 
BODY. 

* >|c  :|I 

“Horrors ! Dave  cut  off  his 
finger !” 

“His  whole  finger?” 

“No,  the  one  next  to  it.” 

* * * 

“My  greatest  thrill,”  said  the 
soldier’s  wife,  “was  when  Johnny 
came  marching  home  and  I 
awoke  to  find  him  beside  the  bed 
with  his  discharge  in  his  hand.” 


Fratman:  “Are  you  afraid  of 
the  big,  bad  wolf?” 

Blind  date:  “No,  why?” 
Fratman:  “That’s  funny,  the 

other  two  pigs  were.” 

* * 

A girl  and  an  engineer  were 
listening  to  chapel  bells  while 
relaxing  by  the  pond. 

“Beautiful,  aren’t  they”  said 
the  girl. 

“Pardon?” 

“I  said  they’re  beautiful, 
aren’t  they?” 

“I’m  sorry,”  he  roared,  “I 
can’t  hear  a thing  over  those 
lousy  bells.” 


To  hell  with  the  expense ! Give 

that  canary  another  seed. 

♦ ♦ * 

Professor  (pointing  to  the  cig- 
arette butt  on  the  floor)  : “Is 
this  yours?” 

Student  (plesantly)  : “Not  at 

all,  sir,  you  saw  it  first.” 

« ♦ « 

“What  a splendid  fit,”  said  the 
tailor  as  he  carried  the  epileptic 

out  of  his  shop. 

* * * 

Waiter:  “Pardon  me,  sir.  This 
doesn’t  include  anything  for  the 
waiter.” 

Customer:  “I  didn’t  eat  one, 
did  I?” 

9)c  :4c  % 

Circus  Actress:  “This  is  my 
first  job.  You’d  better  tell  me 
how  to  keep  from  making  mis- 
takes.” 

Manager:  “Well,  girlie,  the 
first  thing  you  should  remember 
is  not  to  get  undressed  in  front 
of  the  bearded  lady.” 


Frank:  “They  say  Jim’s  wife 
had  triplets  after  reading  “The 
Three  Musketeers”. 

Ed:  “Gawd!  When  I left, 
Helen  was  reading  ‘Birth  of  a 
Nation’.” 

* * * 

Girl:  “Officer,  a robber  just 
held  me  up  and  stole  my  aunt’s 
pay !” 

Cop:  “Play  it  straight  with 
me,  lady.  Don’t  talk  in  pig 
latin.” 

* ♦ ★ 

The  outlaw  rushed  into  the 
saloon  with  his  guns  blazing  and 
yelled  “All  right  you  dirty  bas- 
tards, get  out  of  here.”  The 
customers  fled  in  a hail  of  bul- 
lets, all  except  one  Englishman. 

“Well,”  shouted  the  outlaw 
waving  his  smoking  gun. 

“Well,”  said  the  Englishman, 
“there  certainly  was  a lot  of 
them,  wasn’t  there  . . .” 


Ned  Beyrd/jAckolanieni 


himself  at  the  gates  of  Heaven. 

“What  am  I doing  here,”  he 
asked  St.  Peter,  “I  cheated  peo- 
ple, lied  and  stole.” 

“You  belong  here,”  replied  the 
old  gatekeeper. 

“But  it’s  no  use  trying  to 
sneak  in.  You  must  have  rec- 
ords . . .” 


“No,”  smiled  St.  Peter,  “there 
are  too  many  of  you.  It  would 
be  too  much  trouble  to  keep  rec- 
ords.” 

And  so  the  politician  entered 
the  coveted  world.  But  just  as  he 
passed  through  the  pearly  gates, 
he  noticed  several  beautiful 
young  ladies,  well  developed,  de- 
sirable, and  strangely  enough 
they  were  all  kicking  each  other. 

“What’s  the  matter  with  these 
girls?”  he  called  back  to  St. 

Peter. 

“They’re  virgins,”  said  the 
gatekeeper. 

“But  why  are  they  kicking  "Well,  no,  that's  not  quite  what  I meant  by  picket  fence." 

themselves  ?” 

“They  just  found  out,”  replied 
the  gatekeeper,  “that  we  don’t 
keep  records  here.” 
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To  carry  along  the  theme  ot  campus  image,  we  pre- 
sent one  of  the  better  images  on  our  campus,  Miss 
Gina"  Testa,  a sophomore  from  Fairhaven,  and  a 
Van  Meter  girl.  To  see  more  of  this  pretty  Sigma 
Kappa,  turn  the  page,  quickly. 
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PHOTOGRAPHY  BY  JIM  MARCUSON 


THE  CONVOLUTION 
EVOLUTION 


Back  in  1616  Harvey  an- 
nounced to  the  world  that  the 
blood  circulates  and  founded 
modern  medicine  and  the  AMA. 
Back  in  1940  my  parents  an- 
nounced to  me  that  bad  habits 
corrode  the  brain  and  founded 
behavioral  fear. 

It  seems  that  my  folks  went 
into  dissection  during  the  slack 
time  brought  on  by  the  Depres- 
sion. I don’t  know  tiiat  they  did ; 
but  the  evidence  that  they  pre- 
sented to  dissuade  me  from 
smoking  (“It  will  stunt  your 
growth’’),  stealing  (“You  will 
die  and  go  to  Hell  with  sin  on 
your  soul”)  skipping  school 
(“You  need  a high  school  educa- 
tion if  you  ever  want  to  be  a 
foreman  at  the  Bleachery”)  and 
playing  alone  (“Don’t  you  ever 
let  me  catch  you  playing  with 
yourself”)  could  only  be  gath- 
ered by  lifting  craniums  and 
peering  into  skulls.  “Bad  hab- 
its,” announced  mater  and  pater 
a capella,  “corrode  the  brain.” 

According  to  my  parental 
chirurgeons,  people  were  born 
with  smooth  brains.  “Tabu  risa,” 
intoned  father  in  his  best  altar- 
boy  Latin,  “smooth  as  a table.” 
He  would  always  add  that  it  was 
Aunt  Sissy’s  table,  the  enameled 
metal  one  and  not  our  pine  wood 
kitchen  table.  Now,  everyone 
knew  that  brains  were  all  wrin- 
kled and  convoluted.  The  Comp- 
ton’s Pictured  Encyclopedia  had 
a picture  of  an  old  wrinkled 
brain.  But  how  do  you  suppose 
brains  got  that  way?  “Bad  hab- 
its!” 


It  seemed  that  knowledge  and 
memory  were  stored  in  the  little 
creases  in  the  brain.  The  first 
time  that  you  did  something,  a 
tiny  fold  appeared  in  the  smooth 
surface  of  the  brain.  The  fold 
grew  longer  and  deeper  every 
time  you  repeated  the  act  that 
that  particular  fold  was  for. 
Soon,  as  that  arroyo  in  your 
grey  matter  grew,  your  thought 
would  tumble  into  it  and  be 
channeled  into  your  spinal  col- 
umn in  such  a way  that  you 
would  repeat  that  particular- 
habit  : which,  by  the  way,  would 
further  deepen  and  lengthen  the 
gully.  If  you  persisted  long 
enough  in  this  way,  the  fold 
would  become  so  long  and  deep 
that  it  would  cleave  through 
your  brain  and  you  would  die. 

For  a while  I was  a very  good 
little  kid.  I did  not  smoke,  steal, 
play  hookey,  or  play  alone.  1 
developed  some  of  the  most  ad- 
mirable good  habits  ever  to 
plague  a kid  in  my  neighbor- 
hood. Eventually  1 reached  the 
stage  where,  when  faced  with  a 
temptation,  I invariably  chose 
the  straight  and  narrow.  1 was 
habitually  good  and  constantly 
bored. 


If  a kid  can’t  occasionally  in- 
dulge in  a litle  bit  of  being  bad, 
there  isn’t  much  that  he  can  do. 

1 was  reduced  to  idleness.  “Idle 
hands,  idle  mind,”  mother  would 
offer  as  a reprimand.  To  her 
reprimand  1 would  reply  that 
there  was  nothing  that  I could 
do  without  doing  irreparable  j 

harm  to  my  brain.  “An  idle  mind 
is  the  Devil’s  playground.”  I | 

argued  that  the  Devil  couldn’t 
get  in  because  my  guardian 
angel  would  stop  him.  “Non-  { 

sense,”  answered  mother.  This  j 

reduced  my  faith  in  my  guardian  L 

angel. 

Mother,  as  usual,  was  right. 

The  Devil  got  into  my  brain.  The 
fact  that  I had  a thought  which 
became  a question  which  thor- 
oughly nonplussed  my  parents 
was  sufficient  proof,  to  them,  of 
my  demoniac  possession. 

“Daddy?”  I asked.  | 

“Huh?”  he  answered. 

“Does  everything  you  do  scar 
up  your  brain?”  j I 

“Yes.”  ' I 

“Then  if  1 do  too  many  good  j : 
things  I’ll  die  too?”  T 

I was  answered  with  a wall  of  ' 
silence  as  father  looked  at  moth- 
er, mother  looked  at  father. 
“Why  don’t  you  go  out  and 
play?”  mother  finally  asked.  She  ■ 
was  hoping  to  get  rid  of  me  long  | 
enough  so  that  she  and  father  j • 
could  decide  corrosion  rates  to  ; ^ 
keep  me  good. 

“I  don’t  have  anyone  to  play  i 
with.”  1, 


“Play  by  yourself,” 
suggested. 


father  I' 

I XII 


“1  can’t.” 

“Why?” 

“Because  you  said  that  1 
shouldn’t  play  with  myself.” 

“If  1 ever  catch  you  playing' 
with  yourself,”  began  the  paren- 
tal tiiade,  “I’ll  whip  you  to  an 
inch  of  your  life.” 

“Now  run  along  and  play 
by  yourself,”  mother  suggested 
warmly. 

1 looked  closely  at  both  of 
them;  decided  that  they  were 
either  mad  or  ogi'es  and  bawled 
my  way  out  of  the  room.  If  I 
played,  I’d  get  whacked:  If  1 

didn’t  play.  I’d  get  whacked. 
What  the  hell,  I thought. 

What  the  hell?  1 had  thought 
a swear  word.  I reached  up  and 
felt  my  head.  1 felt  fine.  Hell, 
1 thought.  1 still  feel  fine.  Ob- 
viously bad  habits  didn’t  corrode 
youi’  bi'ain  any  faster  than  did 
good  habits.  Obviously  bad  hab- 
its would  not  make  or  use  the 
same  gullys  as  would  good  hab- 
its. The  answer  was  clear.  Un- 
less I wanted  my  mind  cut  in  two 
so  1 would  die,  1 should  lay  off 
the  good  habits  foi-  a while  and 
concentrate  on  the  bad  habits. 
And,  since  my  guardian  angel 
couldn’t  see  the  Devil  when  he 
got  into  my  mind,  my  guardian 
angel  was  eithei'  blind  or  goof- 
ing off ; that  being  the  case  1 
could  get  away  with  anything 
without  ever  having  to  worry 
about  it  being  put  into  God’s  big 
Book  of  Sins.  1 was  a Free 
Spirit. 

I began  to  look  around  for 
some  bad  habits.  It  is  not  easy 
to  find  a bad  habit  when  you  are 
a little  kid;  but  if  you  put  your 
mind  to  it,  you  can  always  come 
up  with  one  or  two.  After  a week 
or  so,  I discovered  that  parents 
call  in  their  kids  “bad  habits” 
what  in  in-laws’  kids  are  “cute”. 
My  cousin  Herbie  was  cute.  I 
decided  that  were  1 like  Herbie 
I could  be  bad  and  thus  prolong 
my  life. 
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Cousin  Herbie  had  the  cute 
little  habit  of  swearing  like  a 
trooper.  His  favorite  words  were 
“hell,  damn,  and  . . Herbie 
had  a very  well  developed  vo- 
cabulary. The  next  time  that 
cute  little  Herbie  came  to  our 
house  he  greeted  me  with:  “Hi, 
how  in  the  hell  are  you?”  Every- 
one laughed,  nodded  their  heads 
in  approval,  and  smiled. 

“Pretty  damned  well,”  I smiled 
in  answer.  “How  in  hell  are 
you?”  Father  rapped  me  in  the 
seat  of  my  corduroy  knickers. 
What  the  hell,  I thought,  at  least 
I’ll  live  longer. 


For  several  days,  whenever 
the  opportunity  presented  itself, 
I swore.  By  the  end  of  the  third 
day  I had  progressed  to  such 
adult  phrasings  as  “s.o.b.”  and  a 
few  Anglo-Saxonisms.  1 was 
(juite  sure  that  my  lifespan  was 
lengthening  with  each  swear- 
word and  1 was  sure,  too,  that 
there  were  no  entries  being 
made  in  the  Dooms  Day  Book. 
However  my  posterior  section 
was  getting  terribly  sore.  I be- 
gan to  wonder  if  it  was  worth  all 
that  much  to  live. 

In  an  affort  to  curb  my  sin- 
ning, my  parents  promissed  me  a 
day  at  Onset  if  I would  be  good. 
Onset  meant  salt  water  taffy, 
clamshells,  and  sun-burn — all 
the  good  things  in  life  — and 
was  sufficient  temptation  for  me 
to  be  good;  but  the  beach  trip 
had  been  set  for  so  far  ahead 
into  summer  that  1 was  con- 
vinced that  I’d  never  live  that 
long  if  I had  to  do  good,  brain 
eating  things.  Quandry. 

If  I was  bad  I would  continue 
to  get  slugged  and  not  get  to  go 
to  the  beach.  If  I was  good  I 
would  surely  die  of  a cloven 
brain  before  the  time  came  for 
me  to  go  to  the  beach.  I was  sure 
that  my  father  and  mother  were 
trying  to  get  rid  of  me.  I had  to 
outsmart  them  somehow. 

Perhaps  doing  nothing  would 
work.  Good  things  and  bad 
things  were  patently  harmful. 
Nothing,  certainly,  could  not 
hurt  me.  So  I did  nothing.  “What 
is  your  name.  Little  Boy?”  slob- 
bering old  ladies  would  ask  as 
they  tousled  my  gum  wadded 
hair.  I would  stare  them  in  the 
eye,  smile,  and  plan  all  the  funny 
things  I would  say  when  I be- 
came a panelist  on  “Life  Begins 
at  Eighty.”  The  old  ladies  would 
nod  their  heads  in  sympathetic 
palsy,  pick  the  gum  from  their 
fingers,  and  mumble  something 

(Continued  on  Page  23) 
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For  many  years  we  have  printed  pictures  of  pretty 
girls  in  our  center  fold,  but  we  feel  the  males  on  our 
campus  have  been  left  out  in  the  cold.  Now,  we 
present,  for  equal  time,  our  first  Yahoo  Icing,  fulfill- 
ing all  the  ideals  of  the  typical  UMass  student. 


CONTEMPLATIONS 


ON  A 
WEEJUN 


In  order  to  squelch  a mass  of 
misrepresentative  rumors,  and 
to  properly  orientate  any  con- 
fused documentarians  of  the 
times,  I shall  attempt  to  redefine 
the  requirements  set  forth  for 
admission  to  the  social  register. 

Perhaps  a bit  of  preliminary 
explanation  would  be  in  order  to 
dispel  the  certain  trauma  in- 
volved in  reading  this  article. 
First  let  the  sphere  of  reference 
be  not  society  as  a whole,  but 
rather  that  small  segment  that 
can  be  seen  wandering  homily 
around  a college  campus.  Second, 
let  the  particular  campus  under 
discussion  be  located  in  the  heart 
of  a virgin  New  England  valley, 
and  let  its  name  be  Umie.  Third 
and  last,  let  the  fact  be  clearly 
understood  that  the  color  of 
blood  is  no  longer  a determinent 
factor  of  social  class,  and  has 
been  necessarily  replaced  by  the 
color  of  sock. 

While  not  wanting  to  cast  as- 
persions on  the  people  who  write 
copy  for  Adler,  I must  empha- 
size that  being  “Clean  White 
Sock”  just  isn’t  good  enough  any 
more — it’s  only  second  best.  The 
epitome  of  inness  in  the  con- 
temporary college  community 
now  revolves  around  one  basic 
element  — the  grey  sock!  Yet 
the  mere  purchase  of  a pair  of 
walking  status  symbols  is  but  an 
altruistic  attempt  to  crawl  fee- 
bly to  the  second  rung  of  the  so- 
cial ladder.  Those  at  the  apex 
are  still  well  beyond  expectora- 
tion distance. 


Should  one  dare  try  to  ad- 
vance onward  and  (oh  joy,  oh 
joy)  upward,  he  might  find  his 
personal  stature  increased  by 
being  seen  in  the  right  places, 
garbed  in  a pair  of  L.B.D.’S 
(Long  Beige  Dungs  to  you  poor, 
uninitiated  peasants) . Be  not  en- 
tirely discouraged,  my  loath- 
some pupil,  if  you  find  that  the 
local  demagogues  still  consider 
you  out  to  lunch.  Look  as  proud 
as  you  can  for  an  unworthy  neo- 
phyte, and  confide  to  yourself 
that  you  have  not  yet  begun  to 
fight.  For  those  of  you  who 
have  the  gear  to  be  mildly  indi- 
vidualistic, there  is  always  the 
blue  tapered  Levi. 

Since  another  requirement  for 
upper  class  status  is  appearing 
totally  unconcerned  at  all  times 
one  must  assume  the  aspect  of 
an  impeccably  attired  displaced 
person.  In  so  doing  you  will  find 
it  necessary  to  slyly  inveigle 
your  way  to  the  nearest  pin- 
stripe department.  Whilst  on 
the  premises  of  said  entrepre- 
neur you  may  transact  such 
business  to  the  effect  that  the 
required  ten  multi-linear  shirts 
fall  into  your  possession. 

Doubtless,  the  characteristic 
of  primary  importance  to  the 
cool  but  casual  appearance  is  the 
cool  but  casual  shock  of  hair 
which  falls  coolly  but  casually 
across  the  forehead.  The  ob- 
jective in  this  case  is  to  produce 
an  effect  seemingly  accidental, 
while  in  actuality  such  styling 
requires  a full  set  of  rollers  and 
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a three  hour  preparation  period. 
(To  “properly”  make  an  eight 
o’clock,  one  should  plan  to  arise 
at  about  five  A.M.)  One  should 
also  plan  to  cut  classes  on  a 
rainy  day  to  avoid  embarrassing 
frizzles. 

Now,  my  poor  but  still  trying 
protege,  if  you  have  faithfully 
followed  the  aforementioned  ten- 
ets, you  will  be  ecstatic  to  dis- 
cover that  you  are  nearly  ready 
to  make  a sucessful  on-campus 
debut.  Before  sallying  forth, 
however,  you  might  wish  to  add 
two  more  subtle  but  crowning 
glories  to  your  shining  new 
wardrobe.  The  first  is  the  pro- 
verbial gray  T-shirt  which  is 
commonly  black-marketed  on 
campus.  (Rumor  has  it  that 
these  T-shirts  were  especially 
designed  for  the  Athletic  De- 
partment by  Oleg  Cassini.)  The 
second  can  be  seen  glowing 
warmly  from  the  general  area  of 
one’s  navel  and  takes  the  form  of 
a solid  brass  belt  buckle. 

Now  stand  up  and  rejoice,  for 
you  are  prepared  for  the  big 
step  forward.  You  can  walk  tall, 
stand  proud,  and  look  scornful- 
ly down  upon  the  grovelling 
masses.  You  ar  eon  top  — one 
of  the  chosen  few. 

But  what’s  this  — you  were  a 
total  failure.  You  had  to  sit  at 
the  back  of  the  Hatch. 

You  did  what? 

Why  you  paid  the  greatest  dis- 
respect possible  . . . you  tried  to 
make  your  big  step  forward  in  a 
pair  of  R.O.T.C.  shoes  . . . what 
will  the  great  god  of  Weejun 
think  .... 

Danny  Glosband 
Mike  Mendelsohn 


Shoes? 
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CUSTOM  MADE 
CAMPAIGN 
BUTTONS 

You  name  him,  we  defame  him. 
Write:  YAHOO  UofMass. 
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IS 


(Continued  from  Page  16) 

about  “the  poor  little  tyke  must 
have  aphasia." 

I was  good  ...  or  at  least  I 
was  not  bad.  Beach  day  came 
around  and  mother  came  down 
with  a terrible  case  of  indiges- 
tion and  father’s  head  was  split- 
ting. Instead  of  the  beach,  I was 
given  a nickel,  and  since  the 
nearest  store  was  two  miles 
away  and  I wasn’t  allowed  out  of 
the  yard  the  thoughts  of  licorice 
went  the  way  of  the  thoughts  of 
salt  water  taffy.  Parents,  I was 
convinced,  wanted  their  kids  to  i 
be  good  even  if  it  was  bad  for 
their  health ; and,  furthermore,  i 
parents  would  go  to  any  end  — 
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even  to  lying  — to  make  their 
kids  act  nicely. 

1 wondered  then,  as  1 squeezed 
the  nickel  in  an  effort  to  make 
the  Indian  kick  the  buffalo,  why 
i-otten  brains  would  only  happen 
to  kids.  Certainly  parents  could 
be  as  bad  as  kids.  Sometimes 
worse.  Parents  were  good,  too. 
Not  as  good  as  kids,  of  course; 
but  good,  and  their  brains  never 
seemed  to  fall  apart  on  them. 
The  whole  thing,  I was  con- 
vinced, was  a big  lie. 

“What  the  hell,”  I said  “I’ll 
live  if  I’m  good.”  If  you  can  call 
that  living. 
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for  freshmen  and  upperclassmen  alike,  here 
is  a few  cards  you  didn^t  get  at  registration. 
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That  burst  of  golden  light  is  a man-made 
sun  created  by  General  Electric  scientists 
in  their  effort  to  harness  a new  source  of 
power  — nuclear  fusion. 

The  sun  gets  its  enormous  energy  by  fusing 
light  hydrogen  nuclei.  General  Electric  has 
duplicated  the  process  in  its  laboratories  — 
and  in  its  Progressland  exhibit  at  the  World’s 
Fair  — and  is  working  to  apply  this  limitless 
source  of  energy  to  the  needs  of  man. 

It’s  a challenge  like  many  others  that  take 
General  Electric  engineers,  scientists,  econ- 
omists and  marketing  specialists  all  over  the 
world  . . . and  to  the  threshold  of  outer  space. 

These  men  and  women  are  helping  to  un- 
tangle the  traffic  snarls  that  could  soon  choke 
our  cities  . . . bringing  electric  power  to  un- 
derdeveloped countries  . . . perfecting  the  fuel 
cells  that  will  sustain  our  astronauts. 

These  are  projects  in  which  college-edu- 
cated men  and  women  at  General  Electric 
are  putting  their  training  to  good  use  in  meet- 
ing people’s  needs  — today’s  and  tomorrow’s. 
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What  does  he  look  at  second? 


Add  a silky  new  complexion  to  your  legs. ..as  you  shave! 


Girls!  An  entirely  new  idea  in  shav- 
ing! New  ultra  smooth*  Cosmetic 
Shaving  Creme  hy  Clairol.  Just 
use  it  with  any  razor  on  legs  and 
underarms  for  the  nicest,  smooth- 
est, silkiest  shave  of  your  life.  Now 
you  can  shave  without  drying 
soaps!  Shave  without  water!  Shave 
underarms  and  use  a deodorant 
immediately  after!  Helps  avoid 

nicks, cuts,  roughness  you’ve  always 

hated  about  ordinary  shaving. 
New  ultra  smooth*  is  a delicately 


scented,  heavenly  blue  shaving 
lotion  that  turns  clear  on  your  skin 
so  you  can  see  what  you  re  doing. 
After  you  shave,  don’t  rinse  it  off. 
just  smooth  it  in.  ultra  smooth* 
will  vanish,  leaving  your  skin  clean, 
with  a silken  touch  you’ll  love! 
Makes  you  feel  feminine,  elegant, 
so  well  groomed  and  confident. 
Definitely,  something  for  the  poise ! 

Try  it!  There’s  nothing  else  like 
it!  Comes  in  2-  and  4-ounce  tubes 

...at  all  drug  and  cosmetic  counters. 
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When  you  shave  legs 
or  underarms,  are  you 
ever  bothered  by: 

□ Dry,  flaky  skin 

□ Nicks,  cuts 

□ Chapping,  stinging 

□ Razor  drag 

□ Deodorant  irritation 

□ Sensitive  skin 

□ Under-stocking  prickle 

□ Razor  burn 

New  ultra  smooth*  spe 
cially  developed  by  Clairol  toj 
avoid  these  very  problems! 


@ Clairol  Incorporated  1964  eTrademarU 


New!  ultra  smooth*  cosmetic  shaving  creme  by  Clairol 


